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\ THRESHER in a Barn in the County of Wilts 
at the Wages of Four Shillings and Six-pence a 
Week ; which were publickly read in the Drawing- 
Room at Windſor Caftle on Friday the 11th of Sep- - 
tember 1730. to her Majeſty, who was thereupon 
moſt graciouſly pleaſed to take the Author into her 
Royal Protection, by allowing him a Salary of Four 
Score Pounds a Year, and a mall Houſe at Rich- 


nond in Surrey to live in, for the better Support of 
himſelf and Family. a 
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HE grate ful Tribute of theſe rural Lays, 
W hich to her Patron's Hand the Mule .con- 
veys, 
Deign to accept; tis juſt She Tribute bring 0 
_ To Him whole Bounty gives her Life to ſing: 
To him whoſe generous Favours tune her Voice, 
And bid her midſt her Poverty rejoice; 
Inſpir'd by Theſe, ſhe dares her ſelf prepare, 
To ſing the Toils of each revolving Year! 5 85 
Thoſe endleſs Toils, which always grow anew, 
And the poor Threjber's deſtin d to purſue; 
"Ev'n theſe with pleaſure can the Muſe e 
When You, and Gratitude, command the Verle. 
Soon as the Haryeſt hatk laid bare the Plains, 
Mind Barns well fill'd reward the Farmer's Pains: ,, 
What Corn each Sheaf will yield, intent to bear, 1 
And gueſs from thence the Profits of the Yearz 5 
Or elle impending Ruin to prerent, 
by paying, timely, threat ning Landlord's Rent, 
He calls his Threſhers forth: Around we ſtand, 
With deep Attention waiting his Command: 
To each our Task he readily divides 
And pointing, to our different Stations guides. 55 
As he directs, to different Barns we 1 $ 
| Here two for Wheat, and there for Feier to. ' 
But firſt; to ſhow what he expects to find, 
Theſe words: or words like thele, diſeloſe lis de 1 
: Bs dry the Corn was carry'd from the Field 
80 8 Til 2 1⁰ wel 2 1 56 15 
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, Sure lar ge Day's 8 Woi 1 war may hope for mY 9 
Come, ip, and try, let's ſce what you can 12 5 7 5 4 
Diveſted f our Cloaths; with Flail in hand. 
I At a jaſt Piſtance, Front to Front we fand; 1 
And firſt the Thicſhalt's s gentiy Kung, to prove, 9 
Whether with juſt ExaQnels it will move: 
That once ſecure, more quick; Fe whirl then) 
Eee [round, | * 
From the ſtrong Planks our Crab-Tx ree Stayes e- 
| lbound, 
And echoing Barns return the rattling PN 
Now in the Air our knotty Weapons ffy; 
And now with equal Force deſoend from hig 5 8 
Down one, one up, ſo well they keep the Time, IS | 
The yelops Hammers could not truer ct.ime;/.. 
Nor With more heavy Strokes could #tna groan,” 8 
When Vulcan forg'd the Arms for Thetis Son, 95 The 
In briny Stream our Sweat deſcends apace, -. 4 
Drops from our. Locks, or trickles down our Face. 
No intermiſſion in our Works we Fer 
The noiſy Threſhall muſt for ever go ĩñ 
I Their Maſter abſent, others ſaſely pla? 
I The flceping Threſhall doth itſeff betray. I 
Nor yet the tedious Labour to beguile C | 
| Ard ke the paſſing Minutes ſweetly mile, 
I Can we, like Shepherds, tell a maß Tale, 
| *The Voice is loſt, drown'd by thevily Flail. 
But we may think-— Alas! what plealing ing 
Here to the Mind can the dull Fancy bring? = 
The Eye beholds no pleatant Objects here; 5 <4 WER; 
. | No chearful Sound diyerts the liſt ning Ear. 
The Shepherd well may tune his Voice to fin ogy. 
Infrar'd by all the Beauties of the Spring: 
Ne: Formtains murmur here, no 7 ol, 
ess watblc,” and no Fields Tous $97 oa 
dull and melancholy Scene, EY 4 Hl 
oy to provoke the Muſes 8 NY 2 
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1 es footy 1 Peaſe 1 e threſh, you ſcarce can kno 
. . Our native Colour from work Ne g i | 
| 992 The Sweat, and Duſt, and ſuffocating Smoke, 
"Make us fo much like Et bioi ians look ; 
We feare dur Wives, when Evening brings 1 
And frig 78 Tame think the Bug- bear . 
Week after, Week we this dull Task purſuc, 

'- ©, Unleſs when, winnowing Days produce a ne-; 

F; "A new indeed, but ftequently'a worſe, _ 

The Threſh all yields but to the Maſter's: Curſe: % 
ile counts the Buſhes, counts how much a Day, 
g 75 21 Then ſwears we have. idled half our Time away. 
pes. > Why look ye, Rogues / D'ye. CR RW go 

- Your Neighbours threſh as much again as you. 
Now ip our Hands we wiſh our noiſy tools, 
To drown the hated Names of Rogues and Fools; 
1 But wanting thoſe, we juſt like School-boys look, 
+ When*the angry Maſter views the blotted Bock. 
3 0 be f They cry their Ink was faulty, and theit Pen; 

3 We, the Corn threſhes bad, twas cut too green. 
'E 328 1 Rf wa now the winter hides his, hoary Head, 
. And Natures Face is with new Beauty 8 | 
==" The Spring appears, and kind refreſhing Showers 
' New clothe the Field with Grals, and deck. wit 
_ [Flowers 
= 1 her, "the ripening Summer preſſes on, N 
And $9; be ins his longeſt Stage to run: 
Hefore the tier our: welcome Maſter ſtands, 
And tells us the ripe Graſs requires our Frank, 
Ih he long much-wiſh'd Intelligence imparts . 
Rong to our Looks, and Spirit to our Hearts: 

- we wiſh the happy Seaſon may be fair, : T7 
And joyful, long to breathe. in opener, 8 
This Change of ] Labour ſeems to give uch aſe 3 
And does, at leaſt, Imagination pleate, ep Th 
With Thoughts of Happinefs our Joy's coſ 5 
ee 5 alirays Rik == with Fig 8 gt 
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5 | I 
When Morn darn thro? "the n Windows peeps. WE 
Strait frc m our beds we ſtart, and ſhake off fleep;, 
This new Employ with eager Haſte to prove, ©* , © 1 
This new Employ becomes ſo much our Loves _ bee 
Alas! that human Joys ſhou'd change ſo OMB, N 1 
Even this may bear another Face at R "ft 
The Birds ſalute us as to Work we go... 
And anew Life ſee ms in our breaſts to glow. _ I 
4 
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A- croſs oue's Shoulder hangs a Scythe Linh keen, 
The Weapon deſtin'd'to unclothe the Field: D 
T'other ſupports the Whetſone, Scrip, and beer 
That for our Scythes, amt Theſe our {elves to cheer, © | 
And/now the field deſſga d our ſtrength to t | 
Appears, and meets at laſt our longing Eye; 
The Graſs add Ground each cheerfully 221A 2 aft 
Willing to fee which way th' Advantage lays, ; 
As the beſt Man, each claims the foremoſt Place, | 
$314 Andour firſt Work ſeems but a ſportive Race: 
k, Witk rapid Force our wel-whet blades we drive,” 
Strain every Nerve, and blow for blow we give 2.” 
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* Tho' but this Eminence the foremoſt gains, bs Wo 

is Only t'excel the reſt in Toil and Pains. - 1 | 
But when the ſcorching Sun is mounted high 3 

3 And no kind Barns with friendly ſhades are e N AS LO 

; | Our weary scythes entangle in the Graſs, . ns 3 

: And ſtreams of ſweat run trickliug down a-pac 5 3 

vit Our ſportive Labour we too late lament, „ 


rersh And wiſh that ſtrength again, we vainly ſpent. » 45 
Thus in the Morn a Courſer I have ſeen,” ©. I RT 
- {| With deadlong fury ſcour the level Green, / . or 7 
Or mount the Hills, if Hills are in bis way, e 
As if no Labour conld his Fire alla. 
5 Tilt the meridian Sun with ſultry. Heat. 
I And piercing beams hath bath d his fides in ſueat Ke n 
The lengthen'd Chace ſcarce able to ſuſtain, DS 8A 
"oo. He meaſures back the Hills and Dales with pain e be 5 44 
| With Keat and Labour tir'd, our ſcythes we got — HEY 
{> : TF- Search ont a-ſhady Tree, 500 down we ſit; { 
Bram $crip and bottle hope new ſtrength t to gain 5 05 15 3 
*Enit$efipand bottle too are try d ba van. TP” "57 881 
Dorn aur. Parch'd Throats we ſcarce the anc can getz 2 
TONE: 5 FIR FIR Toi: bnt x: 0 TR. TY 5 5 1 
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| When footy P Peaſe we threth, you ſcarce can Kno 

Our native Colour as from work we go; 5 

, „The Sweat, and Duſt, and ſuffocating Smoke, 

Make us ſo much like Ethiopians look: 

We feare dur Wives, when Evening brings us home 

And frig ier In Infants think the Bug- bear come. 

Week after Week we this dull Task purſue, 

Unleſs when, winnowing Days produce a new ; 

A new indeed, but ftequently a worſe, 

The Threſball ields but to the Maſter's Curſe: : 
He counts the Basels counts how much a Day, 
Then ſwears we have idled half our Time away. 
© Why look ye, Rogues D'ye think that this will do 
Jour Neighbours threſh as much again as you. 
Now in our Hands we wiſh our noiſy tools, 

Jo drown the hated Names of Rogues and Fools; 
But wanting thoſe, we juſt like School-boys look, 
When'the angry Maſter views the blotted Book. 

. | They cry their Ink was faulty, and their Pen; 

4 19 We, the Corn threſhes bad, twas cut too green. 

LE 5 But now the winter hides his hoary Head, 

. And Natures Face it with new Beauty ſpread; 

+ 98 8 "= The Spring appears, and kind refreſhing Showers 

Nen clothe the Field with Graſs, and deck wit 

[Flowers 

3 Next her, the ripening Summer preſſes on, 

. 5 5 And $63 begin ins his longeſt Stage to run: 

Before the Deor our welcome Maſter ſtands, 

And tells us the ripe Graſs requires our Hands. 
Ĩ!hhe long much-wiſh'd Intelligence imparts 

_ Jie to our Looks, and Spirit to our Hearts: 

we wiſh the happy Seaſon may be fair, 2 

And joyful, long to breathe in opener, Air. 

This Change of Labour ſeems to give Nach Eaſe; | 

And does, at leaſt, Imagination pleale. ah 7 

with Thoughts of Happinets our Joy's cee 
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When Morn does thro? wg 1 Windows pee p. 2 
Strait fem our beds we ſtart, and ſhake off lee; 
This new Employ with eager Haſte to prove, 
This new Employ 'becomes fo much our Love : 
Alas! that human Joys ſhou'd change ſo Tor 
Even this may bear another Face at Noon] 
The Birds ſalute us as to Work we go, | 
And anew Life ſee ms in our breaſts to glow. ( 
A- croſs oue's Shoulder hangs a Scythe well ſteel'd, 
The Weapon deſtin'd to unclothe the Field: 
T'other ſapports the Whetſtone, Scrip, and beer; 
That for our Scythes, ami Theſe our ſelves to cheer, | 
And now the field deſigu'd our ſtrength to try 
Appears, and meets at laſt our longing Eye; 
The Graſs add Ground each cheerfully ſurveys, 
Willing to ſce which way th' Advantage lays, ; 
As the beſt Man, each claims the foremoſt Place, 
And our firſt Work ſeems but a ſportive Race: 
With rapid Force our wel-whet blades we drive,” 
Strain every Nerve, and blow for blow we give? 
Tho” but this Eminence the foremoſt gains, il 
Only texcel the reſt in Toil and Pains. 
But when the ſcorching Sun is mounted high, +, HR 
And no kind Barns with friendly. fades are nigh, * n 
Our weary scythes entangle in the Graſs, 5 Wea” 
And ſtreams of ſweat run trickliug down a- pace; 
Our ſportive Labour we too late lament, 3 
And wiſh that ſtrength again, we vainly ſpent. 
Thus in the Morn a Courſer 1 have ſeen, 
With beadlong fury ſcour the level Green, 
Or mount the Hills, if Hills are in his way, 
As if no Labour could his Fire allay, 12 
Till the meridian Sun with ſultry Heat, 3 
And piercing beams hath bath'd his ſides in ſweat 5 1 
The lengthen'd Chace ſcarce able to ſuſtain, n,, 
He.meaſures back the Hills and Dales with Pain. « 
With Heat and Labour tir'd, our ſcythes we dit, — 


Search out a ſhady Tree, and down we ſit; Res 2M 


From scrip and bottle hope new ſtrength to Sein; 1 

Eut $crip and bottle too are try'd ia van. a; 8 5 — 4 

Down aur parch'd Throats we ſcarce the bran e can ge - 
wl, Fl, 
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6 
Nor can the bottle only CHA ay, 
Alas! the bottle and the beer's too ſmaN. . | 
Our Time ſlides on, we move from off the 5 
Aud each again betakes him to his Place. | 
Not eager now, as late, our ſtrength to prore, 
But all contented regular to move: 
Ofren we whet, as often view the Sun, | | 
To ſce how near his tedions Race is run; \ 
At length he vails his radiant face from ſighht, Þ 
And bids the weary Traveller good-night:;  _ 
'Homewards we move, but ſo much ſpent with Toil, 
We walk but flow, and reſt at every ſtile. __ . 
Our good expecting Wives, who think we ſtay, 
Got to the door, ſoon eye us in the way; ©. 
Then from the Pot the Dumpliog's catch'd in haſte, 
And homely by its ſide the bacon's plac'd., 2 
Supper and ſleep by Morn new ſtrength ſuppiy, 
And out we ſet again our Works to tt: 4 ? 
dut not. ſo early quite, nor quite ſo faſt, n 
As to our Coſt ve did the Morning — | | 
Soon as the Riſing-ſun hath drank the dew, | 
Another ſcene is open'd to our View; . | 
Our Maſter comes, and at his Heels " Throng | 
Of prattling Females, arm'd with Rake and Prong: 
Prepar'd, whilſt he is here, to make his I 7 
Or, if he turns his back, pre par'd to play. 
but here, or gone, ſure of this Comfort ſt ill, 
Here's Company, ſo they may chat their el: 
And were their Hands as active as their Tongres, 
Moſt nimbly then wou'd move their Rakes and Prongs 


The Graſs again is ſpread upon the Gruund, 

Till not a Vacant Flace is to be four d; 

And wi'ile the piercing Sun: heams on it ſhine, 

The Haymakers have Time allow 'd to dine: 
That ſoon diſpatch d, they ſt ill ſit ou the 9 
And the brisk © hat renew d, afreſh gots round? 
All talk at once, but ſeeming all to Nat, tho: TY 
That all they ſpeak ſo well, the reſt won't hesr ; 
by quick 8 ſo high their Notes they 9 . 
Tha ſta, ders: by can nought diſtingpiſh Plain: 2 
80 leud their ſpeech, 'and fo confus d their Net.” ; 5 
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et ſpite of this, they bravely all A 

ch ſcorns to be, or ſeem to be, ourdone : 5 
i1] (unobſery'd before) x low'ring Skyy, © 
raught with black Clouds, proclaims a Shower nigh ; 
he rartling Croud tan ſcarce their Garments gain, 
fore defcends the thick impetuous Rain: 
Their noiſy Prattle all at once is done, 
nd to the Hedge they all for Shelter run, 

Thus have I ſeen on a bright Summer's Day, 
n ſome green Brake a Flock of Sparrows play ; 
rom Twig to Twig, from Buſh to Buſk they fly, 
nd with continu'd Chirping fill tho Sky; 
Bur on a ſudden, if a Storm appears, ö 
heir chirping Noiſe no longer dins yours Ears ; 
hey fly for Shelter ro the thickeſt Buſh, a 
here ſilent far, and all at one is huſh. ' 
But better Fate ſucceeds this rainy Da 
nd little Labour ſerves to make the Hay ; 
aft as tis cut, ſo kindly ſhines the Pan, 2 
Turn'd once or twice, the pleafing Work is done: 2 
Next Day the Cocks appear in equal Rows, | 
Which the glad Maſter in ſafe Recks beftows. 

But now the Field we muſt no longer range, 5 
And yet, hard Fate! ſtill Work for Werk we change. 
Back to the Barns again in haſte we're ſent, + - 
Where lately ſo mach Time we penſive ſpent > 
Not penſive now; we bleſs the * hade, 

And to avoid the parching Sun are glad. | 

But few Days here we're deſtin'd to remain, 

Before our Maſter calls us forth again: 1 
For Harveſt now, ſays he, yourſelves pre pur 

The ripen'd Harveſt now demands your Care. 

Early next Morn I ſhall diſturb your Reſt, 

Get all things ready, and be quickly dreft. 

Strict ro his Word, ſcarce the next Dawn appears, 
Before his haſty Summons fills our Ears. 
Obedient to his Call ſtrait up we get, 
And finding ſoon our Company complete; 
With him, our Guide, we to the Whear-Ficld go; 
He, to appoint, and we, the Work to do. 2 
Ye Reapers, caft your Eyes around the Field, 

And view the Scene its different Beauries yield: 

Then look again with a more tender Eye, 

To think how ſoon it muſt in Ruin lye. 

For ence ſet in, where- e er our Blows we deal, 
There's no reſiſting of the well-whet Steel: 

But here or there, where: e' er our Courſe we bend, 
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Sure Beſolarion does our Steps attend. 5 88 of * 


Thus, "when Arabia's Sons, in hopes of Prey, 
Tobis more fertile Country take their va; 

How beautcons all Os Mern oppor XR 
There Villages, and pleaſing Cares are hecke; 
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So many pleaſing Objects meet the Sight, 
The rarihn d Exe ety willing gaze Fall Night: 
„ Bur log e'er then, where-c'tr their Troops have paſt, 
5 Thoſe pleaſant Proſpects lie a gloomy Waſte. 
Tube Morning paft, we ſwcat beneath the Sun, 
W * but uneafily our Work goes on. 
fore us we perplexing Thiſtles find, 
And Corn blown adverſe. with the ruffling Wind: 
Behind our Backs the Female Gleaners wait, | 
Who ſometimes ſtoop, and ſametimes hold a Chat. 
Each Morn we early riſe, go late to bed, 
And lab'ring hard, a painful Life we lead: 
For Toils, fcarce ever ceaſing, 'preſs us now, 
Reſt never does, but on the Lbbach ſhow, l : | 
And barely that, our Maſter will allow. >. 
Nor, when aſleep, are we ſecure from Pain, | 22925 
We then perform our Labours oer again: | : 
- _ Onr mimic Fancy always reſtleſt ſeems, | | 
And what we act awake, ſhe a&s in Dreams. 5 
Hard Fate! Our Labours e vn in Sleep don't ceaſe, 1 


dcatce Hercules e er felt ſuch Toils as theſe. 
At length in Rays ſtands up the well-dry'd Corn, 
A gratcfaul Scene, .and ready for the Barn. | 
Our well-pleas'd Maſter views the Sight with Joy, 
And we for carrying all our Force employ. .'., + 
Confuſion ſoon oer all the Field appears, NN 
And ſtum ing Clamours fill the Workmens Ear: 
4 The 3;1ls, and claſhing Whips, alternate ſound, , | 
And rattling Waggon: Kt o'er the Ground, _ 3 
The Wheat got in, the Peaſe, and other Grain, | 
Shire the ſame Fate, and ſoon leave bare the Plain: 
Iu noiſy Triumph the laſt Load moves on, | 
Aud loud Huzza's proclaim the Harveſt done. W 
ur Mafter joyful at the welcome Sight, _ 5 
nvites us all to feaſt with him at Night. | 
A Table plentifully ſpread we find, £5 MOR ITO 
And Jugs of humming Beer to cheer the Mitd ; - | | 
Which he, too generous, puſhes on ſo faſt, „ 
We think no Toils to come, nor mind the paſt. 
But the next Morning toon rewals the Cheat, 
When the Tame Toils we muſt again repeat: | 
To the ſame Barns again muſt back return, 7 ay 
To labour there for room tor next Year's Corn. 
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Thus, as the Year's revolving Courſe gocs round, 
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No reſpite from our Labour can be found: ERIE 
Like Siſiphbus, our Work is never done, 9 8 vii 
„ Continually rolls back the reſtleſs Stouet | a „ 
No growing Labours ſtill ſucceed the paſ t. 

N  Agd growing always new, muſt always laſt. N 
„„ ( 37 20 I 3 8 1 
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